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it." I did so with a completeness and resemblance to
Jimmy's voice and manner which of course delighted the
class. Titters ran through the room. Encouraged as an
artist I laid it on too thick. The kindly principal saw it
himself and flushed pink. When I finished he said
quietly, " I am afraid I admire your brains more than
your manners.55 The words cut me to the quick, I felt
them to be so true and yet so completely without malice*
For I had no real " nerve," no real <c gall." It was the
art of imitation that appealed to me. I had not realized
,how it might affect the person concerned. I learned
with it my first lesson in the need for human kindliness as
an element in humour.

Now when this happened there was in the class some-
where on a back bench a boy of thirteen whose name was
Arthur Currie, who had entered the school that autumn.
He was destined to become one of the celebrated men
of our Canadian Dominion, Arthur Currie, later on
General Sir Arthur Currie, Commander-in-Chief of the
Canadian Overseas forces of the Great War, the victor
of Vimy Ridge, a really great man. I had occasion to
know it, as I served under him for the thirteen years during
which he was Principal of McGill. I used in those years
in public speeches to refer to the parallel fact that Aris-
totle had taught Alexander the Great of Greece, and to
say that in my opinion Aristotle had nothing on me. And
since like all other speakers I prefer an old joke to a new,
I worked this one overtime for thirteen years.

As a matter of fact I didn't know General Currie as a
boy at Strathroy School, but, with his usual and pheno-
menal memory, he recalled me. When he came to
McGill I went, as in duty bound, to pay my respects to
him in his office and I said, for I had just been reading
as had everybody his full biography in the newspapers,
" I think, General Currie, I must have had the honour of
teaching you when I was a teacher in training at Strathroy
in 1888." He gave me a closer and more scrutinizing
look* " Why, yes," he said. " I recognize you now. You